while, you do it. Alice Millard trusted this gift of the gods for she felt she
needed him.. I am ashamed to say this, because she should have trusted
me instead. Out there where, as I learned, no one ever thinks of trusting
anyone or anything she trusted him. And because everything and every-
one is too much on the surface, or too recent, or too something-or-other,
she was rash.
I didn't know this characteristic of the place at the time.
But I've hardly ever trusted anyone since, myself, nor has Alice Mil-
lard—scarcely even me, although she wouldn't admit it.
As you may see by now, architect and client were by nature incorrigibly
young. Firmly believing in Santa Glaus, both were encouraged by Mrs.
Millard's builder to believe they could accomplish their mission for around
eleven thousand some odd dollars. That was the contractor's estimate.
Unhesitating, he signed a contract.
Why should he not sign a contract? Or sign anything at all?
Meantime we had rejected the treeless lot originally purchased by Mrs
Millard, as my eyes had fallen upon a ravishing ravine near by, in which
stood two beautiful eucalyptus trees. The ravine was reached from the
rear by Circle Drive. Aristocratic Lester Avenue passed across the front.
No one would ever want to build in a ravine out there, I believed. They
all got out onto the top of everything or anything to build and preferably
in the middle of the top. It was a habit. I considered it a bad habit but
because of this idiot-syncrasy of the region we could get this lot very cheap.
We got it at half price—and it was better than the best at full price.
We would head the ravine at the rear on Circle Drive with the house,
thus retaining the ravine as a sunken garden, at the front toward Lester
Avenue. The house would rise tall out of the ravine gardens between the
two eucalyptus trees. Balconies and a terrace or two would lead down into
the ravine from the front of the house. The neighbours on either side
liked this idea, as we left the entire front of the lot next their home for an
open garden.
We began to build. The builder grew in Mrs. Millard's estimation until
well over life-size. He settled down full in the saddle, I could not fail to see
this with some alarm and chagrin. It is not pleasant for an architect to see
his client clinging to a contractor as safe insurance against what might
prove to be too single-minded devotion to an idea on the part of her
architect. Her friends had got that far with her? Or perhaps it was her
nature. I don't know. But she would not have admitted this for unfaith, I
do know, so I admit it for her here with wrinkles at the corners of my
eyes. The architect has not infrequently in this region—for some peculiar
reason, perhaps it is the climate—to endure this rivalry for the confidence
and esteem of his client, I had learned this before from others. But what
is this 'something' about a contractor or builder that inspires confidence in
the client—especially if the client be a woman? Of course, it is easy for her
to believe that he is, before all, practical. It is easy for her to believe that
he is the man who really builds the building, in spite of the too ambitious,
troublesome architect. He knows clapboards and shingles and so he must
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